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He had a priceless and unusual tal-
ent for avoiding school-reader English
and the arts of declamation and for
preparing a difficult subject to enter
the average brain. The underlying se-
cret of his power was soon apparent
to me. He stood always for that great
thing in America which, since then,
Whitman has callec “the divine aggre-
gate,” and seeing eclearly how every
measure would be likely to affect its
welfare, he followed the compass. It
had led him to a height of power
above all others and was to lead him
unto the lonellest summit of accom-

plishment in Anrerican history.

Not much In my term of secrvice
there Is important to this little task
of mine. I did my work well, if I may
belleve the senator, and grew familiar
with the gentle and ungentle arts of
the politician,

One great fact grew in magnitude
and sullen portent as the months
passed: the gigantic slave-holding in-
terests of the South viewed with grow-
ing alarm the spread of abolition sen-
timent. Subtly, quietly and naturally
they were feeling for the means to de-
fend and increase their power. Straws
were coming to the surface in that
session which betrayed this deep un-
dercurrent of purpose. We felt it and
the senator was worried, I knew, but
held his peace. He knew how to keep
his opinions until the hour had struck
that summoned them to service. The
senator never played with his lance.
By and by Spencer openly sounded the
note of conflict.

The most welcome year of my life
dawned on the first of January, 1844.
I remember that I arose before day-
light 4hat morning and dressed and
went out on the street to welcome it.

I had less than six months to walit
for that day appointed by Sally. I had
no doubt that she would be true to me.
I bad had my days of fear and dep
sion, but always my sublime faith
her came back in good time. .

Oh, yes, indeed, Washington was a
fair of beauty and gallantry those
days. I saw it all. I have spent many
years in the capital, and I tell you the
girls of that time had manners and
knew how to wear their clothes, but
again the magic of old memories kept
my lady on her throne. There was
one of them—just one of those others
who, I sometimes thought, was almost
as graceful and charming and noble-
hearted as Sally, and she liked me, I
know, but the ideal of my youth
glowed in the light of the early morn-
ing, 8o to speak, and was brighter than
all others. Above all, I had given my
word to Sally, and—well, you know,
the old-time Yankee of good stock was
fairly steadfast, whatever else may
be said of him—often a little too
steadfast, as were Ben Grimshaw and
Squire Fullerton. -

The senator and I went calling that
New Year's day. We saw all the
great people and some of them were
more cheerful than they had a right
to be. It was a weakness of the time.
I shall not go into details for fear of
wandering too far from my main road.
Let me step aside a moment to say,
however, that there were two clouds
in the sky of the Washington society
of those days. One was strong drink
and the other was the crude, rough-
coated, aggressive democrat from the
frontiers of the West. These latter
were often seen in the holiday regalia
of farm or village at fashionable func-
tions. Some of them changed slowly,
and by and by reached the stage of
white linen and diamond breastpins
and waistcoats of figured silk. It
must be said, however, that their mo-
tives were always above their taste.

The winter wore away slowly in
hard work. Mr. Van Buren came down
to see the senator one day from his
country seat on the Hudson. The ex-
president had been solicited to accept
the nomination again. I know that
Senator Wright strongly favored the
plan but feared that the South would
defeat him in convention, it being well
known that Van Buren was opposed to
the annexation of Texas. However,
he advised his friend to make a fight
for the nomination and this the latter
resolved to do. Thenceforward until
middle May I gave my time largely to
the inditing of letters for the senator
in Van Buren’s behalf.

The time appointed for the conven-
tiou in Baltimore drew near. One day
the senator received an intimation that
he would be put in nomination if Van
Puren failed] Immediately he wrote
to Judge Fine of Ogdensburg, chair-
man of the delegation from the north-
ern district of New York, forbidding
such use of his name on the ground
that his acquiescence would involve dis-
loyalty to his friend the ex-president.

He gave me leave to go to the con-
vention on my way home to meet Sally.
1 had confided to Mrs. Wright the de-
tails of my little love affair—I had to
—and she had shown a tender, Ssympa-
thetic interest in the story.

The senator had said to me one day,
with a gentle smile:

“Baxt, vou have business in Canton,
I believe, with which trifling matters
like the choice of a president and the
Mexican guestion cannot be permltted
to interfere. You must take time to
spend a day or two at the comvention
in Baltimore on your way. . . . Re-
port to our friend Fine, who will look
after your comfort there. The experi-
ence ought to be useful to a young man
who, I hope, will have work to do In
futwre conveations.”

I took the stage tv Baltimore mext

convention thrilled ma—the flags, the
great crowd, the bands, the songs, the
speeches, the cheering—I1 see and hear
it all in my talk. The uproar lasted
for twenty minutes when Van Buren's
name was put in nomination.

Then the undercurrent! The South
was against him as Wright had fore-
seen. The deep current of its power
had undermined certain of the north-
ern and western delegations. Osten-
sibly for Van Buren and stubbornly
casting their ballots for him, they had
voted for the two-thirds rule, which
had accomplished his defeat befome the
balloting began. It continued for two
days without a cholce. The enemy
stood firm. After adjournment that
evening many of the Van Buren dele-
gates were summoned to a conference.
I attended it with Judge Fine.

The ex-president had withdrawn and
requested his friends In the conven-
ion to vote for Silas Wright. My emo-
tlons can be more readily imagined
than described when I heard the
shouts of enthusiasm which greeted
my friend’s name. Tears began to roll
down my cheeks. Judge Fine lifted
his hand. When order was at last re-
stored he began:

“Gentlemen, as a friend of the
learned senator and as a resident of
the county which is the proud pos-
sessor of his home, your enthusiasm
has a welcome sound to me; but I hap-
pen to know that Senator Wright will
not allow his name to go before the
convention.”

He read the letter of which I knew.

Mr. Benjamin F. Butler then said:

“When that letter was written Sena-
tor Wright was not aware that Mr.
Van Buren’'s nomination could not be
accomplished, nor was he aware that
bhis own nomination would be the al-

most unanimous wish of this conven-l

tion. I have talked with the leading
delegates from Missouri and Virginia
today. They say that he can be nomi-
nated by acclamation. Is it possible
that he—a strong party man—can re-
sist this unanimous call of the party
with whose help he has won immortal
fame? No, it is not so. It cannot be
so. We must dispatch a messenger to
him by horse at once who shall take
to him from his friend Judge Fine a
frank statement of the imperious de-
mand of this convention and a request
that hée telegraph a withdrawal of his
letter in the morning.”

The suggestion was unanimously ap-
proved and within an hour, mounted
or. one of the best horses in Maryland
—80 his groom informed me—I1 was on
my way to Washington with the mes-
sage of Judge Fine in my pocket. Yes,
I had two days to spare on my sched-
ule of travel and reckoned that, by re-
turning to Baltimore next day I should
reach Canton in good time.

It was the kind of thing that only a
lithe, supple, strong-hearted lad such
as I was in the days of my youth,
could relish—speeding over a dark
road by the light of the stars and a
half-moon, with a horse that loved to
kick up a wind. My brain was in a
fever, for the notion had come to me
that I was making history.

The lure of famg and high place hur-
ried me on. With the senator in the
presidential chair I should be well
started in the highway of great suc-
cess. Then Mr. H. Dunkelberg might
think me better than the iegacy of
Benjamin Grimshaw. A relay awaited
me twenty-three miles down the road.

Well, I reached Washington very
sore, but otherwise in good form, soon
after daybreak. I was trembling with
excitement when I put my horse in the
stable and rang the bell at our door. It
seemed to me that I was crossing the
divide between bjig and little things. A
few steps more and I should be look-
ing down into the great valley of the
future. Yet, now that I was there, I
began to lose conﬁdence.

The butler opened the door.

Yes, the senator was up and had
just returned from § walk and was in
his study. I found him there,

“Well, Bart, how does this happen?”’
he asked.

“It’s important business,” I said, as
I presented the letter.

Something in his look and manner
as he calmly adjusted his glasses and
read the letter of Judge Fine brought
the blood to my face.
puncture my balloon, so to speak, and
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" | hours. 1 could take it easy then.

| Took the Stage to Baltimore Next
Day.

I was falling toward the earth and so
swiftly my head gwam. He lald the
letter on his desk and, without looking
up and as coolly as if he were asking
for the change of a dollar, queried:

“Well, Bart, what do you think we
had better do about it?”

“I—I was hoping—jou—you would
take it,” I stammered.

“That’s because the excitement of
swered. “Let us look at the compass.
They have refused to nominate Mr.
Van Buren because he is opposed to
the annexation of Texas.

clear. It is possible that they would

If they

that, we never shall know.

did, and I accepted, what would be ex- |

pected of me is also clear. They
would expect me to abandon my prin-

It seemed to |

On that sub- |
ject the will of the convention is now | Leave the Girls Alone.”
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ldn’—the twenty-sixth of May. Tho’elplm and that course of conduct

which I conceive to be best for the
country.
accept it under false pretenses
take their yoke upon me. Would you
think the needle pointed that way?”

“No,” I answered.

[

waving her handkerchief. They
stopped and Sally asked in a tone of

Therefore I should have to | playful seriousness:
and |

“Young man, why have you come

here?”

Immediately he turned to his desk

and wrote the telegram which fixed
his place In history. It said no.

Into the lives of few men has such
a moment failen. I looked at him with
a feeling of awe,
ress and serenity was in his face!
if it were a mere detail in the work of

What sublime calm- |
As | ful.”

“Tv get vou,” T answered,

“What do you want of me?” §She
was looking at her face In the water.

“I want to marry vou,” I answered
bravely.

“Then vyou may help me ashore if
yvou please. I am in my best, white
slippers and you are to be very care-
spirit of

Beautiful! She was the

the day, and without a moment's fal- | the fields of June then and always.

tering, he had declined a crown, for he
would surely have been nominated and
elected. He rose and stood looking
out of the open window. Always I

| think of him standing there with the

1

!

|

morning sunlight falling upon his face
and shoulders. He had observed my
emotion and I think it had touched
him a little. There was a moment of
silence., A curious illusion came to me
then, for it seemed as if I heard the
sound of distant music. Looking
thoughtfully out of the window he
asked:

“Bart, do you know when our first

[ helped her ashore and held her in
my arms and, you know, the lips have
a way of speaking then in the old, con-
vincing, final argument of love. They
left no doubt in our hearts, my son.

“When do you wish to marry me?”
she whispered.

“As soon as possible, but my pay is
only sixty dollars a month now.”

“We shall make it do,” she an-
swered. “My mother and father and
voeur aunt and uncle and the Hackets
and the minister and a number of our
friends are coming in a fleet of boats.”

“We are prepared either for a picnic

fathers turned out of the trail of the |or a wedding,” was the whisper of

beast and found the long road of hu-
manity? I think it was when they dis-
covered the compass in their hearts.”

So now at last we have come to that
high and lonely place, where we may
look back upon the toilsome, adven-
turous way we have traveled with the
aid of the candle and the compass.
Now let us stop a moment to rest and
to think. How sweet the air is here!
The night is falling I see the stars in
the sky.

Just below me is the valley of Eter-
nal silence. You will understand my
haste now. I have sought only to do
justice to my friend and to give my
country a name, long neglected, but
equal in glory to those of Washington
and Lincoln.

Come, let us take one last look to- |

gether down the road we have trav-

|
|

eled, now dim in the evening shad-

ows. Scattered along it are the little

houses of the poor of which I have

written. See the lights in the win-
dows—the lights that are shining into
the souls of the young—the eager,
open, expectant, welcoming soul!s of
the young—and the light carries many
things, but best of all a respect for the
old, unchanging way of the compass.
After all that is the end and aim of
the whole matter—believe me.

My life has lengthened into these
days when most of our tasks are ac-
complished by machinery. We try to
make men by the thousand, in vast
educational machines, and no longer
by the one as of old. It was the lov-
ing, forglving, forbearing, patient,
ceaseless toil of mother and father on
the tender soul of childhood which
quickened that inextinguishable sense
of responsibility to God and man in
these people whom I now leave to the
judgment of my countrymen.

I have lived to see the ancient plan
of kingcraft, for self-protection, com-
ing back into the world. It demands
that the will and conscience of every

individual shall be regulated and con- |

trolled by some conceited prince,
backed by an army. It cannot fail, I
foresee, to accomplish such devasta-
tion in the human spirit as shall im-
peril the dearest possession of man.

If one is to follow the compass he

can have but one king—his God.
£ 3 ¥ & & &

I am near the end. 1 rode back to
Baltimore that forenoon. They had
nominated Mr. Polk of Tennesse for
president and Sllas Wright for vice
president, the latter by acclamation. I
knew that Wright would decline the
honor, as he did.

I hurried northward to keep my ap-
pointment with Sally. The boats were

| slowed by fog. At Albany I was a day
I should have

behind my schedule.
only an hour’s leeway if the boats on
the upper lakes and the stage from
Plattsburg were on time. 1 feared to
trust them. So I caught the west-
bound train and reached Utica three
heurs late. There 1 bought a good
herse and his saddle and bridle and
hurried up the north road. When he
was near spent I traded him for a well-
knit Morgan mare up In the little vil-
lage of Sandy Creek. Oh, I knew a
good horse as well as the next man
and a better one than she I never
owned—never. I was back in my sad-
dle at six in the afternoon and stopped
for feed and an hour’s rest at nine and
rode on through the night. I reached
the hamlet of Richville soon after day-
break and put out for a rest of two
At
seven o'clock the mare and I started

'again, well fed and eager to go on.

' above my head.

It was a summer morning that short-

- ens the road—even that of the young

lover. Its air was sweet with the
breath of the sgeadows. The daisies
and the clover #nd the cornflowers
and the wild roses seemed to be wav-

'Ing a welcome to me, and the thorn
 trees—shapely ormament of my native
' hills—were in blossom.

A cloud aof
pigeons swept across the blue deep
The great choir of
the fields sang to me—bobolinks, song-
sparrows, meadowlarks, biuebirds,
warblers, wrens, and far away in the
edge of a spruce thicket I heard the
flute of the white-throated sparrow.

I bathed at a brook in the woods
and put on a clean silk shirt and tie
out of my saddlebags. I rode slowly
then to the edge of the village of Can-
ton and turned at the bridge and took
the river.road, although I had time to
spare. How my heart was beating as
I neared the famillar scene! The
river slowed its pace there, like a dis-
cerning traveler, to enjoy the beauty
of its shores. Smooth and silent was
the water and in it were the blue of
the sky and the feathery shadow-spires
of cedar and tamarack and the reflect-
ed blossoms of iris and meadow rue,
It was a lovely scene.

There was the pine, but where was
my lady? I dismounted and tied my
mare and looked at my wateh, It

would come—I had no doubt or ...

lwasheﬂ my hands and face and neck

in thé cool water.

a voice [ knew “Barney

singing:

aw—your mother, my son.

' She was in the stern of a birch canoe,
all dressed In white with roses in her | step, but it is easier to turn back after

hair.

Suddenly I heard |

|

J

|

|

Khate.

“Let’s make it both,” 1 proposed to’

Sally.
“Surely there couldn’t be a better
place than here under the big pine—

“Then You May Help Me Ashore, If
You Please.”

it's so smooth and soft and shady,”
said she.

“Nor could there be a better day or
better company,” I urged, for I was
not sure that she would agree.

The boats came along. Sally and I
waved a welrome from the bank and
she merrily proclaimed:

“It's to be a wedding.”

Then a cheer from the boats, in
which I joined.

I shall never forget how, when the
company had landed and the greetings
were over, Uncle Peabody approached
your mother and said:

“Sav, Sally, I'm goin’ to plant a kiss
on both o' them red cheeks 0’ yours,
an’ do it deliberate, too.”

He did it and so did Aunt Deel and
old Kate, and I think that, next to
vour mother and me, they were the
happiest people at the wedding.

* L ] £ L L =

There is a lonely grave up in the
hills—that of the stranger who died
long ago on Rattleroad.
found old Kate sitting beside it and on
a stone lately erected there was the
name, Enoch Rone.

“It is wvery sorrowful,”
pered.
when he died.”

We walked on in silence while I re-
called the circumstances. How strange
that those tales of blood and lawless
daring which Kate had given to Amos
Grimshaw had led to the slaying of
her own son! Yet, so it happened,
and the old wives will tell you the
story up there in the hills.

The play ends just as the night is
falling with Kate and me entering the
little home, so familiar now, where she
lives and is ever welcome with Aunt
Deel and Uncle Peabody. The latter
meets us at the door and is saying in a

| cheerful volce:

'Kate?
| winder.

“Come in to supper, you rovers,
How solemn ye look! Say, if you ex-
pect Sally and me to do all the laughin’
here you’re mistaken. There’s a lot of
it to be done right now, an’ it's time
vou j'ined in. We ain't done nothin’
but laugh since we got up, an’ we're
in need o' help. What's the matter,
Look up at the light in God’s

How bright it shines tonight!
When I feel bad I always look at the
stars.”

(THE END.)

Was It a Caveman Rarebit?
Exploration of caves in South Berk-
shire, Conn., resulting in the discovery
of stalactites and stalagmites, blg
white spiders weaving their webs, bats
incrusted in the ervstals and a subma-
rine brook, made

Lenoxdale recall the day that he went |

One day I

g
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|

she whis-
“He was trying to find me | |

Jack Newboy of |

1
|

' rabbit hunting in the Patterson woods. |

Newboy's dog chased a rabbit into a |
Jack waited outside for results, '

cave,
He waited two hours, called the dog
and, getting no results, went home, He

found the dog was at home and had |

the rabbit. ’at, his brother, explained:
“T was fishing on a lake not far from

to see n rabbit in the water.

'swam after the rabbit and captured

him.”
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Creatures That Weep.

Among the creatures that weep most |
Al! hunters |

| \.-iﬂ"'l.'h‘l'l";‘

easily are the ruminants.

| 'know that the stag weeps, and it is
the convention is on you,” he an-|lacked twenty ininutes to eleven. She

' when severely

I turned and
(These |

ﬂominate me. WE ’d{)ﬂ't know abort last lines were 'lh'tilt“lil to his mn-)

I ralsed my hat and she threwaghe first than after the

asserted that the bear sheds
\'} wounded.
is not less sensitive and regards with
tearful eyves the hunter who has

wounded it.
Get on Right Road at Once.
It often requires courage to turn
back when we have taken a wrong

second or

4 kiss at me. Old Kkate sat in the bow ' third, and much safer and pleasanter.

tears | _ *
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HE first American flag
mally adoepted by
June 14, 1777, is
made out of a
an  old blve

red ftlannad
hoisted by
iry army daring Bua
ind was first Sung to the ocean breeze
oy Paul Jones.

CONITesSsS
saitd to have
soldier's
army

petticont,
the

shirt,
and 0

Zas  first

1t

!

| 7
o

for-

() |

white !
overecoat ¢

Levolufion-
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We have not advanced so far from
‘hose humble but glorious beginnings

1S to have lost the savor.
rination that went into the making of
the first flag answered all
ments. History has neglected the own-
or of the white shirt and the old over-
*oat, It has likewise courteously re-

The com- |

require- |
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fha Nation’s Pride f
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‘rained from mentioning the original | ©n History’s crimson pages, high upon

rossessor of the petticoat. It is enough
that all were Americans.

But the vicissitudes of history have
100t dimmed the luster of those first
stars and Stripes. Rather have they
zrown more glorious in the eyes of the
reople over whom they float.

The observances of 1919, while com-

the roll of Fame,

The story of Old Glory burns in deathless
words of flame,

"Twas cradled in war’'s blinding smoke,
amid the roar of guns,

Its lullablies were battle-cries—the shouts
of freedom's sons;

[t is the old Red, White and Blue, proud
emblem of the free,

It is the flag that floats about our land
of liberty;

nemorating the glories of the past, | Then greet it when you meet it, boys, the

nust necessarily take aceount of the
1ew epoch upon which we have en-
‘ered. DBut there is no change in the
significance of the national emblem. AS
refore, it stands for justice, freedom
ind humanity. There will be no new
‘eachings, but a fresh consecration of
‘he old.

—

| WHAT FLAG MEANS TO ALL

Days of Sacrifice and Devotion Have

Made It Cause of Pride to
Every American.

The flag means more to Americans
in the year 1919 than it has ever meant
in our lives. And why? Not, surely,
because it is more familiar. Nor yet
because it floats over hosts of soldiers
and mighty fleets. There were soldiers
and fleets before. Not, therefore, be-
cause of its new part in the panoply
of war. |

It means more to us because we
have put more into it. Beecause, after
years of peace and plenty in which we
thought of our flag chiefly as some-
thing to protect and guard us, we have
in time of war and grief and hardship
learned to know our flag as something
for us to protect and guard and serve.

A flag, in short, is as great as its
people—and no greater. When they
are great and generous and coura-
geous, it is great and beautiful and
holy. When they falter and haggle,
their flag is less than nothing to them,

as to the world at large.
Ours to love and cherish and die for

In the greatest of causes! Therefore
a source of pride and of deep emotion
to every American. That is the lesson
we are learning in these days of sacri-
fice and devotion, when a flying bit of
color becomes the most glorious and
jovous and sacred thing in the whole
wide world.—New York Tribune.

—
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The Patriot
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The little old lady

Trudged down the long street,
A frail littie figure

From bonnet to feet.
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Where the flag fiew aloft
She saluted with pride,

With mien of a soldier
And blush of a bride.

Only Loyalty and Union.
O!d Glory paints the brecze today as

. no other, probably, of all the days that
“have passed since that one 142 years
the shore when I heard a commmotion |
in the water nearby and was surprised |
As I |

ng0o when the Continental congress re-
solved, “That
white, that the
white in a blue field,
ounsteliation.”
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o, Over the land today sweeps revital-
ized lovalty and union,
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for the new

flag that waves on high,
And hats off all along the line when Free-
dom’'s flag goes by!

Uncover when the flag goes by, boys,

'Tis freedom's starry banner that you
Ereet,

Flag famed in song and story,

l.ong may It wave, Old Glory,

The flag that has never known defeat!

All honor to the Star and Stripes, our

glory and our pride,

honor to the flag for which our

fathers fought and died:

On many a blood-stained battle field, on
many a gory sea,

Its stars have triumphed—evermore tri-
umphant may they be;

And If again "'mid shot and shell its folds
must be unfurled,

God grant that we may keep it still
unstained before the world:

All hail the flag we love! May it victori-
ous ever fly,

And hats off all along the llne ~\en
Freedom’s flag goes by!

All

Uncover when the flag goes by, boys,
'Tis freedom’s starry banner that you

mtr
Flag famed In song and story,
Long may it wave, Ol!d Glory,
The flag that has never known defeat!
—Charles I.. Benjamin.
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BRIEF HISTORY OF THE FLAG

Glorious Record From January 18,
1776, to Its Proud Position in
the World in 1919.

Stars and Stiripes was rised

The

ion the heights near Boston on Janu-

ary 18, 1776, and the British troops be-
lieved it to be evidence of submis-
sion to the king. The Betsy Ross
flag, the officilal flag, came later.

After the declaration of Independ-
ence, July 4, 1776, the first salute to it
was given by the Duteh island of St.
Eustatious in the West Indies by Jo-
hannes de Graff, commander of the
port.

When Kentucky and Vermont came
into the Union in 1784 two additional
stars were placed on the field, but
they were discarded after much de-
bate In congress and the original thir-
teen were restored in 1818.

The first flag that floated over a for-
eign and captured fort was at Nassau,
January 28, 1778. The first carried
to London was on a vessel February 3,
1783. It floated in China in 17S4.

It was carried around the world from
1787 to 1790. The first blood she®l un-
der it was in Ireland in 1790 during a
mob riot over a bridge built by Ameri-
can engineers. The first salute to it
#iven by an English vessel was In May,
1791.

One of Napoleon’s generals remark-
ed to the illustrions man that senti-
ment had no plree in the thought of
a country. Najoleon replied: “Sen-
timent concerns what most enriches
life.”

o R
The Finding of Old Glory.
When the day came that our revolu-

tionary fathers 1 eeded to design a flag
nation of their heroic

' founding. they had but to lift their
- eyes to the heavens to find the banner

' of their faith and pride.

In the glowing West, in the burning

clouds of a sunset sky—streaming
' across the wide horizon im alternate
' bands of flame and mist—they saw the

symbol of their own fair dreams, mys-

tie, mighty and bafiling.

And as they looked, there came a

- sudden rending of the fleecy mass by a

- wind
through the meonster rift thus made

the flag of the United | It means

. | States he thirteen stripes, alternate reqd
watched the dog came to the surface,

of liberty's own sending, and

they then beheld a patch of azure sky

' set thick with silver stars.

The stars—the stripes—the blue—

Old Glory, blazoned in beauty across
" the wonder of God's great heaven, for
"all the world to see,

It is our flag—
od make us worthy of it.—Anne Ran-
kin in Southern Woman's Magazine.
—
What the Flag Symbolizes.

In 1777, within a few days of one

year after the declaratiom of independ- 'l

ence, the congress of the colonies in

the confederated states assembled and |

ordained this glorious national flag
and advanced it full high before God
and all men as the flag of liberty.

It was no holiday tflag, gorgeously
emblazoned for gavety or vanity. It
was a solemn natiomal signal. When
that banner ftirst unrolled to the sun,
it was the symbol of all those holy
truths and pu®poses which brought to-
gother the colonial American congress !
The flar means now all that our fa-
thers meare in the Revolutionary war,
all that the Declaration of
Independence means, It means all

, ! " that the Constitution of our people
union be thirteen |

meant in organizing for justice, for
liberty, for happiness,
—
Hold the Flag Sacred.

The rills of resolution that recentiy
have inspired earnest and impressive
hut locally secattered manifestations
of disappreval for demonstrations of

dislovalty or erroneous concepts ot

Cecivie obligatiom are gathered into one

mighty stream. The symbolism of

the flag. of which the disloyal prove

eration. was never more clear and
lunminous than on this fourteenth day

ot June in this tremendous yeur of

' Liistory, 1919

|
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THIS WEAK,

NERVOUS MOTHER

Tells How Lydia E.Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound
Restored Her Health.

Philadelphia, Pa.—*‘I was veryweak,

| always tired, my back ached, and 1 felt

sickly most of tha

time. 1 went to a

doctor and he said

I had nervous indj-

estion, which ad-

ed to my weak

condition kepttn::
worrying mos

N the time— and he

||| said if I could mot

M stop that, I could

et well, I

so muchabout

B e 1 E’ Pinkhm,.

egetable Com-

d my husband wanted me to t:rgol‘t.

' took it fora week and felt a little bet-

ter. I kept itup for three months, and

1 feel fine and can eat anything now

without distress or nervotdsness.’’—Mra,

J. WORTHLINE, 2842 North Taylor St.,

Philadelphia Pa.
P oemanis

The majority of mothers
overdo, there are so many

upon their time and strength; the result
is invariably a weakened, run-down,
nervous condition with headaches, back-
ache, irritability and depression —and
so0on more ailments develt
It is at such periods in life that Lydia
Pinkham’s Vegeuble Compound will
restore a normal healthy condition, as
it did to Mrs. Worthline.

BILIOUSNESS

Caused by

Acid-Stomach

If people who are bilious are treated ag-
eording to loeal symptoms they seldom get
very much better. Whatever relief is ob-
tained is usually temporary. Trace billous-
ness to its source and remove the cause and
the chances are that the patient will re-
malin strong and healthy.

Doctors say that more than 70 noma-
organic diseases can be traced to an Acid-
Stomach. Biliousness is one of them. Indi-
gestion, heartburn, belching, sour stomach,
bloat and gas are other sigos of acld-
stomach. EATONIC, the marveious modern
stomach remedy, brings quick relief from
these stomach miseries which lead to a long
train of ailments that make Iife miserable

if not corrected.

EATONIC litefally absorbs and carries
away the excess acid. Makes the stomach
strong, cool and comfortable. Helps diges-
tion; improves the appetite and you thea
get full strength from your food. Thousands
say that EATONIC is the most eflfective
stomach remedy in the world. It is the help

YOU need. Try it on our money-back-if-
not-satisfied guarantee. At all druggista

Only 50 cents for a big box.
FORY -ID-STY |

Pimples .
rashes, hives, red-

ness and skin blemishes can
be quickly removed with

Glenn’s
Sulphur
Soap

Delightful in a warm bath

before retirin thes the

- nerves and induces refresh-
ing sleep. Druggists.

Hill’s u:ﬂ WMMM -
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Uncertain.
She—I'd like you to go to the rall
road station and meet my sister.
He—What is the color of her hair?®
She—I don’'t know. 1 haven't seem
her in two weeks.

SWAMP-ROOT FOR
KIDNEY AILMENTS

" There is only one medicine that really
stands out pre-eminent as a medicine for

curable ailments of the kidneys, liver and

bladder. .
Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root stands the

hichest for the reason that it has provem
to be just the remedy needed in thousands
upon thousands of distressing cases,
Swamp-Root makes friends quickly be-
rquse its mild and immediate effect i1s soom
realized in most cases. It is a gentle,
healing vegetable compound.

Start treatment at once. Sold at all
drugz stores in bottles of two sizes, medi

um and large. .
However, if you wish to test this
preparation send ten cents to Dr. Kilmee

& Co.. Binghamton, N. Y., for a sampile
bottle. When writing be sure and mem-

tion this paper.—Adv.

T — =

A Spirited Meeting.
“l attended a seance last night®
“Any spirits raised?”
“Yes: a reporter present exhibited
a spirit of investigation, and this rals
ed a spirit of resentment.”

Cuticura Soap for the Complexion.
Nothing better than Cuticura Soap

daily and Ointment now and then a®
needed to make the complexion clear,
scalp clean and hands soft and white,
Add to this the fascinating, fragrant
Cuticura Taleum and vou have the
Cuticura Toilet Trio.—Adv.

Otherwise Peaceful.
“Was it a military dinner?”
“Just a suggesfion of the military.
We shelled the nuts.”

Pugilistically speaking, the tongue
is mightier than the glove.

Granulafed Eyelids,

ou Eyes inflamed by

sure to San, Dust and
uickly relieved by Murins

yeRemedy. No S 1
just Eye Comfom

ists or by




